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SECOND ELDER.
Whence is it sprung, whence wafted on God's breath,

This anguish reasonless ?
This throbbing of terror shaped to melody,
Moaning of evil blent with music high ?
Who hath marked out for thee that mystic path

Through thy woe's wilderness ?

CASSANDA.

Alas for the kiss, the kiss of Paris, his people's bane !
Alas  for Scamander  Water,  the water  my fathers

drank!

Long, long ago, I played about thy bank.
And was cherished and grew strong;
Now by a River of Wailing, by shores of Pain,
Soon shall I make my song,

LEADER.

How sayst thou ?    All too clear.
This ill word thou hast laid upon thy mouth !

A babe could read thee plain.
It stabs within me like a serpent's tooth,
The bitter thrilling music of her pain :
I marvel as I hear.

CASSANDRA,

Alas for the toil, the toil of a City, worn unto death !
Alas for my father's worship before the citadel,
The flocks that bled and the tumult of their breath !

But no help from them came

To save Troy Towers from falling as they fell! . . .
And I on the earth shall writhe, my heart aflame.